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Galargan ar ol y Mochyn Du. 


e 


He drigolion broydd a bryniau, 
- Dewch I wrando hyn o eiriau, 
Fe gewch hanes rhyw hen fochyn 

A fu farw yn dra sydyn. 


O ! mor drwm yr ydym nì Î 
O ! mor drwm yr ydym nî Î 
Y mae yma alar calon 

Ar ol claddu'r Mochyn Du. 


Beth oedd achos ei afiechyd î 
Beth roes derfyn ar eì fywyd Î 
Ai maidd glas oedd achos angau 
['r hen fochyn i fyn'd adre' ? 

O ! mer drwm, &c. 


Fe 'rowd mwy o faidd i'r Mochyn 
* Na all'sai 'i fola bach e' dderbyn jg 
Yn mhen 'chydig o fynydau 
Dyna'r mochyn yn myn'd adre', 
O ! mor drwm, &c. 


Rhedodd Deìo i Lwyneelyn, 

Mofyn Matti at y Mochyn; 
D'wedodd Mati wrtho'n union 
Gall'sai 'i roi ef heibio'n burion. 

O! mor drwm, &c. “ - a 
Gweithiwyd iddo foe o dderl, | | 
Wedi ei drimmo a'i berarogŴ ; 

Ac fe dorwyd bedd ardderchog 
I'r hen fochyn yn Ngharngoediog, 
O ! mor drwm, &c. yl 


































”Roll i ddangos parch i'r mochyn, 


$ 
'Mofyn hearse o Abertalâ, 

A cheffylau i'w gario fyny— 

Y ceffylau yn llawn mowrning— 
'R oÌli ddangos paroh i'r mochyn, 


O ! mor drwm, &c. 


Y Parchedig Wili Twm Griffy 
Ydoedd yno yn pregethu ; 

Pawb yn sobr annghyffredin, 
'Roll i ddangos parch i'r moohyn, 


O I mor drwm, &c. 


Mati Joseph, Peggi Will, | 
Ydoedd yno yn blaenor! ; ; | 
Pawb o'r teulu yno'n canlyn, | 
'Roll I ddangos parch i'r mochyn. 


Of mor drwm, &c. 


Pawb yn gryno ddaethant adre', 
Oll â'u napoyn wrth eu penau, | 
Ao yn wylo'n annghyffredìn, | 


O 1 mor drwm, &oc. 


Edrych fyny ar y bachau, 

Gweì'd hwy'n wag heb yr yslymuu, 
Dim un tamaid ro'i Í un dyn— 
Colled fawr oedd colli'r mochyn, 


Ol mor drwm, &c. 


Melus Íawn yw cael rhyw sielsen 

O gig mochyn gyda'r daten, 

cr yn awr rhaid byw heb hwnw— 
Y Mochyn Du sydd wedi marw. 


'mROF drwm, &c. 


Bellach, 'rydwyf yn terfynu 

'Nawe, gan roddi heibio oanu, 

Gan ddymuno peidiwch dilyn 

gu ddrwg wrth fwydo'r mochyn. 
Î mor drwm, &c. 
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AT THE SUDDEN AND UNTIMRLY 
DEATH OF 


THE MOCHYN DU. 


LL you people come and Ìisten, 
Tear-drops im your eyes will glisten ; 
Pain will now your hearts be rendìng 
At our Mochyn's sudden ending. 


O ! how sad indeed are we, 
O ! how sad ìndeed are we, 
There was grief and tribulation 
When we lost the Mochyn Du, 


What did cause the termination 

Of our Mochyn's pilgrimation Î bedn 
Was it too much wash or barley 

Thab dîd waít her home so early Î 


O how sad indeed aro Wê, &o. 


Yes, the truth we must be tellimg— 
Too much gran her stomach swelling, 
She got very lll and peorly, 

Oloned her eyes, and went to glory. 


O ! how sad indeed aro we, &c. 


iekly, Dai ran to Llwyncelyn, 
etching Maity to the Mochyn ; 
Matty said, to our great horror, 
That the Pig could not recover ; 


O | how sad indeed are we, &o, 


Then we hought a polished coffin, - 
Silver knobs aud veìvet trimming ; 

And a_Vault with bricks and martar 6 

In the churchyard we did order. 


8 how sad indeed are we, &o, 
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' Then we sent to Isaac Thomas 

. Por his hearse, which is so famous g 
And for horses black as mourning 
For to drive our poor old Mochyn, 


O! how sad indeed are we, &0, 
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Then the Reverend Thomas Griffithg 
Came to read the funeral servioe ; 
All the people there were sobbing 
At the funeral of the Mochyn. 


O! how sad indeed are we, d5o, 


Mary Jones and Peggy Williams 
Led the way in solemn silenoe ; 
All the people in the county 

At the grave were weeping plenty, 


'O ! how sad indeed &re we, &o; 


Then we went home nioe and tidy, 

Each one's heart was very heavy ; 

But the girla were crying shockin 

'Cause they'd gone and lost the Mochyn, 


O! how sad indeed are we, &o. 


Then we looked with paínful feeling 
_ At the hooks upon ihe ceilln»g— 
Not a single side of bacon :— 
'Twas a loss to lose the Mochyn. 


O ! how sad indeed are We, &o, 


Very nice to have for dinner 

Is 80me baeon and potater— 

Now, alas ! we'll have to want lt 
For our Mochyn's kicked the bucket, 


O ! how sad indeed are we, &c, 


Now my friends, my song ìs ended, 
Note the warning I've intended :— 
Mind to act with great diseretion 

When you go to feed your Mochyn, 


O ! how sad indeed are we, &c, 
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